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privilege of something to do is a mug's game. Every-
body who hasn't a paid job but a hobby instead; in other
words, everybody who plays at work, has to keep his
hand permanently in his pocket."
" But Boris, don't you ever intend to retire ? There's
no need for you to go on working. You've fame,
money, everything that you require."
"I'll never retire," was the reply, "not unless I
become a back number and my company's surpassed by
others, and that shan't happen unless my brain becomes
impaired. Should that occur, then I'll blow it out.
Death alone shall put up the shutters in front of my
life's shop window, and I mean to live until I die."
Vronsky spoke in his usual decisive tone, but there was a
combative note in his voice. " I intend to wear out,
not rust out." The Russian clenched one hand as
though ready to strike some invisible assailant. " Wait-
ing for death on the quay of life, killing time by play-
ing patience or solving acrostics, until Charon's barge
comes along, has no attractions for me, as it appeals to
have for you."
The words "waiting for death" made Marie
shudder.
" Once I thought my business was only to be a
means to an end," Vronsky continued. " I hoped to buy
the home of my ancestors, which was sold after my
father's death, but the Russian Revolution and Bolshev-
ism knocked that dreatn on the head. My work's now
the end as well as the means, and I'm content for it to be
so, for, after all, as Stevenson says, * To travel hopefully is
a better thing than to arrive ' 1"
Marie's sadness increased. Her ache to continue her
journey along the path that had grown dear to her as
Damaris, the feted one, burnt into her soul. She hated
the sight of her legs that seemed to her too thin, as they
protruded beneath her short skirts, while in a wall
mirror behind Boris's chair, she glimpsed her face that,